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but a thick layer of ashes concealed them from view, and he suffered no breath but his own to blow it off, or waken the brands to flame.
Leaving Brooklyn, he returned to New York to live quietly in his literary tasks, in the society of a few secluded friends, and the musings of his own heart. His week-days were passed in the toil of an exacting calling; on Sunday he did not fail to be in his place at the church whose ministrations carried him ^ack nearest to the associations of his youth. associate of the office or the parlor, he seemed light-hearted, chatty, companionable. They did not see or know what an abyss of memory lay hidden beneath the charming verdure of his conversation, and perhaps thought that he had ceased to think of what he did not disclose. A deep reserve forbade the intrusion of profane eyes, and he passed through the rest of his life a man little comprehended and for the most part misunderstood. Naturally, he, being now alone and of a social disposition, went into society more than he was used to, saw more people, sought more the companionship and solace derived from intercourse with congenial friends, who never found him dull or self-absorbed. Still his solitary hours were many. The fires were not extinguished; the embers still were glowing;
